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But what compels our attention most in these discourses
is when Donne ' preaches himself' in them, speaks of his
past life, his sins and his remorse for them, of his present
temptations, of his fears for his future fate, or his hopes
of Heaven.

' When I consider that I was in my parents loynes (a
substance unworthy of a word, unworthy of a thought)
when I consider what I am now, (a Volume of diseases
bound up together, a dry cynder, if I look for naturall,
for radicall moisture, and yet a Spunge, a bottle of
overflowing Rheumes, if I consider accidentall; an
aged childe, a gray-headed Infant, and but the ghost
of mine own youth) When I consider what I shall be
at last, by the hand of death, in my grave, (first, but
Putrifaction, and then, not so much as Putrifaction,
I shall not be able to send forth so much as an ill ayre,
not any ayre at all, but shall be all insipid, tastlesse,
savourlesse dust; for a while, all wormes, and after a
while, not so much as wormes, sordid, senslesse, name-
lesse dust) When I consider the past, and present, and
future state of this body, in this world, I am able to
conceive, able to expresse the worst that can befall it in
nature, and the worst that can be inflicted upon it by
man, or fortune; But the least degree of glory that
God hath prepared for that body in heaven, I am not
able to expresse, not able to conceive. . . .

* Let me wither and weare out mine age in a dis-
comfortable, in an unwholesome, in a penurious prison,
and so pay my debts with my bones, and recompence
the wastfulnesse of my youth, with the beggery of
mine age ; Let me wither in a spittle under sharpe,
and foule, and infamous diseases, and so recompence
the wantonnesse of my youth, with that loathsonmesse
in mine age ; yet, if God with-draw not his spirituall
blessings, his Grace, his Patience, If I can call my
suffering his Doing, my passion his Action All this